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FAde In:

Title:

Sheffield college, Pennington, Texas, Present Day

fade in:

We view quick shots of a college campus. It’s spring time, the grass is green and the trees full. Library, main gate, dorms, classroom, etc. Int and Ext. 

1. Int-college classroom

A poster on a bulletin board, for a “greatest college professor” contest, it’s colorful, it’s an attempt to get college students to vote for their favorite college professor, and the professor wins some sort of prize. It’s something a college student would notice and laugh at.

As the room becomes more focused, WE see the general layout of a college classroom. A black (or white) board at the front of the room, thirty or so desks perfectly lined in rows, with students sitting in them. The STUDENTS are attentive to their professor leaning against his desk. WE are in English Composition 101, taught by PROFESSOR DEREK CARDON.

PROFESSOR DEREK CARDON (30) is your typical college professor, except that he is young. He is boring, boring himself to some degree. He’s uptight about his teaching and almost too dedicated to the job, but not his students. Extremely well educated, a reading buff, he enjoys hobbies such as collecting stamps, but he doesn’t have quite that geek-ish appearance. He is a cold creature, subject to criticism from his family; he has developed as a man in part from his aspirations to be like his father.

Professor Cordon

This isn’t a class about fictional characters who may or may not have sexual appeal to the female gender. THIS class is about writing, it’s about expressing emotion in words.

A title reads:

English composition 101.06

PROFESSOR CORDON is shuffling around the front of the classroom, slowly, but making himself known to his students, inviting their eyes to meet his. He has a strong presence, yet he still lacks a certain teacher appeal to his students. He can be mean, even condescending to his pupils. 

jarred

Professor Cordon? Isn’t writing a broad subject to study? I mean…Twilight is writing, it is art, and it is expressing emotion through words, despite that it may be fictional characters with sex appeal…it’s all still writing.

Professor Cordon

Yes, it is…but it’s not the type of writing we are centered around. Everybody enjoys fiction and I will ask for fiction writing from you all, but I am trying to get a point across. The writing of Twilight is not a core element of study. What I’m telling you is that works by William Shakespeare, James Joyce, Charles Dickens, are the core of writing. We are not only going to study but learn from these artists, as Stephanie Meyer learned from them.

PROFESSOR CORDON looks around the room, studying the faces of the class, looking for some sign of acknowledgement that his student’s understand what he is trying to say.

Professor Cordon

I need your Irish Literature depiction papers for Thursday, if you miss class, I need a paper copy in my office by five o’clock. Otherwise you will receive a zero.

THE CLASS chaotically and in no particular order at all abruptly stands and exits the classroom as if it were filled with toxic gas. PROFESSOR CORDON stands behind his desk, smirking at his student’s as they exit, giving them the bare minimum of his respect. He knows he is better than them.

END LOCATION.

2. EXT-COLLEGE QUAD-AFTERNOON

Exiting an academic building where he holds class, PROFESSOR CORDON follows a path towards the parking lot where his car awaits. He walks past students, who are lost in music or conversations, standing out in the crowd, his sophisticated style, his chin held high as he walks boldly through the masses of students. Another professor, a smaller, quirky little man comes up from CORDON’S rear and walks along his side.

Professor Johnis

Professor Derek Cordon, Sheffield College’s pride and joy, the multi talented, cross discipline teacher of the year. How are you?

PROFESSOR JOHNIS (40’s) is nerdy in his speech as he is in his strut alongside CORDON. 

PROFessor cordon

Very well thank you, I have a dentist appointment shortly. I’m in a rush to make it.

PROFESSOR CORDON’s blunt attitude sharply pierces the air. PROFESSOR JOHNIS easily picks up on CORDON’s lack of interest in a conversation. Awkward.

PROFESSOR CORDON is pushing away a friendly possible friend to CORDON, because of his arrogant, too good for the world mind-set.

PROFESSOR JOHNIS

Oh, I see. Well then professor, see you tomorrow.

PROFESSOR JOHNIS splits from CORDON’s path, segmenting his walk away from PROFESSOR CORDON.

3. EXT-COLLEGE PARKING LOT-AFTERNOON

Walking across the parking lot, PROFESSOR CORDON approaches a car. In the back seat, he places his book bag, a shoulder strapped satchel. There are a few other random books, of different areas of study, a milk crate with records and assorted goods, and a softball bat and bag lying across the seat. PROFESSOR CORDON gently lays his books on his back seat, as if they were a fragile piece of art.

CORDON gets into the car and backs out of his space, leaving the parking lot and school in a hurry.

END LOCATION. 

4A. INT-PROFESSOR CORDON’S HOUSE-NIGHT

Inside the small quaint home of PROFESSOR CORDON, we see him in a large arm chair, with a drink and book in hand. Content to get lost in the world of the book, he sips scotch to hide the pains of his day, the lack of excitement, in real…the lack of excitement in his life, he’s single, smart, and arrogant…the boredom kicks in. 

4B. INT-PROFESSOR’S BEDROOM-NIGHT

PROFESSOR CORDON
falls into his bed, drunk, disoriented, he’s wasted yet another night in the utopia of silly fictional story, he starves for his desires to come true, to be happy, to have a stable lifestyle, to quit burying his depression in drinking. 

END LOCATION.

5. INT-CLASSROOM-FOLLOWING MORNING

a title reads:

Intro to literature 140.03

PROFESSOR CORDON opens the door to a classroom. He enters dragging his feet, in complete disarray of his surroundings. He’s hung over, and it’s not the first time he’s entered the classroom in this state of mind.

MARLY SANDERS (18) a sophomore studying English at Sheffield turns around and rolls her eyes at a fellow student and friend, SAMANTHA GREGORY (19).

Marly Sanders

(whispers) I’m starting to think we should invite this loser out to drink with us on weekends, that way he would at least have the chance to drink socially.

SAMANTHA GREGORY is not the brightest bulb in the tree, it takes her a moment to pick up on a joke.

SAMANTHA GREGORY stares blankly at MARLY, who shoots her an annoyed, “why are you so stupid glare”.

SAMANTHA gregory

Do you really think he is a closet drinker?

marly sanders

Are you serious Sammy? Look at him, he’s a freak, he’s way to arrogant to have friends, he would be like way to condescending to them.

SAMANTHA giggles.

PRofessor Cordon

(to class) Welcome, welcome, I have a bit of a headache this morning, so why don’t we start class with you independently writing a story about your summer. Be Descriptive!

The students of the class look quizzically at their professor.

Charlie Morgan

(raising hand) Professor about our summer? But it’s February…

PROFESSOR CORDON shakes his head, as if trying to flick a bug out of his hair.

professor Cordon

I mean write me a piece about your winter break, a day in the life (gestures his arms towards students).

MARLY SANDERS turns again to face SAMANTHA GREGORY.

marly sanders

My dad said he could get him fired, for being an alcoholic addict who can’t function because his drinking is affecting his teaching.

SAMANTHA looks shocked.

Samantha gregory

Your dad could do that?

Marly sanders

Are you kidding? Daddy’s an alum, and he donates lots of money every year, of course they’ll listen to him, but Myles always gets in the way.

PROFESSOR CORDON opens his bag, pulling out a large literature text book. He flips through the pages, looking for a particular passage.

Professor Cordon

Never mind the writing, turn to page 525 in your text, and I need a volunteer to start reading…

Two students raise their hands, PROFESSOR CORDON points to one of them.

Bethany

(reading) Close reading is an essential and important means of appreciating the literary art of a text. This formalist approach to literature explores the subtle, complex relationship between how a work is constructed using elements such as plot, characterization, point of view, diction, metaphor, symbol, irony and other literary techniques to create a coherent structure that contributes to a work’s meaning. 

AS the student reads, PROFESSOR CORDON shoots looks around the room, scavenging for those who aren’t paying attention to the reading. He spots his first victim.

PROFESSor cordon

Nicholas, what’s the text saying?

NICHOLAS MARTINI is a large boy, well built, with bushy black hair. Smiling at his friend next to him, he is obviously not listening.

NICHOLAS Martini

Uh, I’m sorry I wasn’t paying attention, my fault. 

Professor Cordon

Why don’t you write me a little essay Nicholas, about paying attention in class, three pages, due tomorrow in my office.

NICHOLAS martini

Professor, come on, I spaced out for a minute…I’m sorry.

PROFESSOR CORDON ignores his plea.

Professor CORDOn

Continue Bethany. 

END LOCATION. 

6. INT-CLASSROOM

Enters PROFESSOR CORDON, to an almost empty classroom with only one student sitting patiently, awaiting eagerly the arrival of PROFESSOR CORDON. 

This is MYLES SANDERS, MARLY SANDERS’ older brother. MYLES SANDERS is a mini DEREK CORDON, the professor’s prodigy. MYLES has been studying privately with PROFESSOR CORDON since MYLES took CORDON’s literature class the previous year. MYLES knows CORDON is a genius and so he wants to study more with him, they have an underlying respect for each other. MYLES however is a happy young man, well situated on the campus, he’s an active member of the community, unlike PROFESSOR CORDON.

PROFESSOR CORDON

Good afternoon Mr. Sanders.

Myles Sanders

Hello Professor.

Professor Cordon

Where should we start today? What would you like to cover?

Myles Sanders

Can we start with philosophy professor?

Professor Cordon

Okay, lets review last weeks philosophy discussion. On the Apology of Socrates.

myles sanders

Okay, what about it?

PROFESSOR CORDON sits behind a large desk in front of the blackboard.

PROFESSOR CORDON

Tell me about it…what is Socrates accused of? 

Myles SANDERS

He’s accused of corrupting the youth and impiety.

professor Cordon

How did Socrates respond to these charges?

MYLES SANDERS

He refuted them, but without any substantial evidence. He was a martyr for the study of philosophy.

Professor Cordon

Slow down. You didn’t recognize Socrates’ general undertone. He wasn’t begging for his life! He was telling them off while stating his innocence. 

PROFESSOR CORODN rises from the desk, slapping his hands together, making his lecture echo off the back wall of the classroom.

Myles Sanders

(on the edge of his seat)

Yes, Socrates had it coming, he wasn’t a fool, he is one of the greatest minds in the study of philosophy to this day.

PROFESSOR CORDON almost lets a smile off, listening intently, to his prodigy.

PROFESSOR CORDOn

If you want to be a renaissance man, a man of the people, a great leader one day, then you must understand these concepts. You must understand Socrates bold and decisive action to become the man you aspire to me. That is after all why you sit before me isn’t it?

MYLES nods his head energetically. 

Myles Sanders

A great leader yes, but a great man is more important to me. 

professor Cordon

Well you’ve done very well for yourself here. You have an exam tomorrow in philosophy?

Myles

Yes.

Professor Cordon

Professor Levus? 

Myles nods.

Professor Cordon

His tests are difficult but he focuses on class lectures rather than reading comprehension, keep that in mind.

Myles awkwardly stares at his mentor, unsure of how to react to the information.

Myles Sanders

Thank you...but that’s

Professor Cordon cuts him off.

Professor Cordon

That’s only a helpful hint, you have to graduate with at least a three-eight to get into Boston College Law School. You need to take all shortcuts you can...it’s just Myles.

Myles Sanders

Okay.

A phone rings.

PROFESSOR CORDON

(taken aback) I told you no phones in our sessions Myles. I don’t want interruptions if I am giving you my spare time.

MYLES is confused.

MYles Sanders

Professor, that isn’t my phone…

PROFESSOR CORDON turns to his desk, where his bag lies. He rustles through his bag, finds his phone ringing, and answers it.

PROfessor Cordon (on phone)

Hello?...Hi mother, I’m in the middle of a lecture can I call you back?...what?...oh.

HE glances up at MYLES. He looks stunned.

Professor Cordon (on phone)

How long does he have?... Okay, I’m on my way.

PROFESSOR CORDON closes his phone. He is petrified, in a solemn state of shock. 

PRofessor CORDON 

(almost whispering)

I have to cut this session early Mr. Sanders, I’ll email you when we can meet again.

Myles Sanders

Is everything alright Professor Cordon?

PROFESSOR CORDON shoots MYLES an evil glare.

PRofessor Cordon

That would be none of your concern. 

PROFESSOR CORDON turns and exits.

End location.

7. int-cordon’s parents home-parents’s bedroom

DERKEK CORDON enters his parent’s bedroom. His sister sits beside the bed. CORDON’s father, CHARLES CORDON lies in bed, sickly, dying. His mother rises and hugs PROFESSOR CORDON.

COrdon’s Sister

Hi Derek. 

Tears run down his mother’s cheeks, she has been crying for hours, waiting on her husband, who is on his deathbed.

PROFESSOR CORDON

How is he doing?

PROFESSOR CORDON remains impersonal, even with his own family in front of his dying father.

CORDon’s Sister

He doesn’t have…too much longer. He’s been asking for you though. I’ll give you a moment alone?

PROFESSOR CORDON nods. CORDON’s SISTER exits.

PROFESSOR CORDON takes the seat beside his father. He reaches out and takes his father’s hand. PROFESSOR CORDON breaks down. 

DEREK CORDON grew up very close to his father. DEREK has always admired his father’s intellect and ‘can do’ attitude to every sticky situation. CORDON’s FATHER has always been a distant member from society, just like DEREK CORDON. 

PROFESSOR CORDON

Dad?

CORDON’s FATHER stirs, his eyes open and he peers up at his son.

professor cordon

Hey dad, I’m here. It’s Derek.

CORDON’s FATHER squeezes DEREK CORDON’s hand. DEREK CORDON looks at his father, confused, tears in his eyes.

Charles Cordon

Derek?

Professor Cordon

Yeah Dad, how are you doing?

Charles Cordon

Derek, derek, you need to listen to me. Listen to me now.

PRofessor Cordon

What is it?

PROFESSOR CORDON quizzically leans forward towards his father.

Charles Cordon

You have to change.

professor Cordon

What?

Charles Cordon

You have to fucking change. I lived my life like you, until I met your mother, god bless her, you cannot live this life as the arrogant son of a bitch. Give it up Derek. It’s a lonely life when you are convinced you are better than the man walking beside you.

PROFESSOR CORDON is astounded by his father’s words. He backs up. CORDON’s FATHER turns over in his bed, he is fallen into a deep sleep.

Professor Cordon

Dad?

Silence.

END LOCATION.

8. Int-Bar
PROFESSOR CORDON sits on a stool at a bar, drink in hand, a women in her twenties approaches and sits beside him.

Women at bar

Hey.

PROFESSOR CORDON turns looks at her. She smiles at him, she is very attractive, dressed well, an upper class girl, perhaps a student at the college.

Professor Cordon

Hi.

WOMEN extends her hand to shake PROFESSOR CORDON’s open hand. CORDON smiles.

Woman at Bar

How are you?

PROFESSOR CORDON’s face brightens, he is receptive to the young ladies advance.

Professor Cordon

I’m doing...alright. 

The WOMEN cuts him off. 

Woman at bar

Are you Professor Cordon From Sheffield College?

PROFESSOR CORDON nods.

WOman at bar

Oh I thought so.

The WOMAN turns and quickly walks back to he friends.

Woman at bar

(to friends)

I was right! I told you!

PROFESSOR CORDON’s face melts, he is disgusted and embarrassed all at the same time. 

END LOCATION.

9. EXT-BACKROADS OF SUBURBAN TEXAS

SPEEDING down a suburban road, passing grand old houses, those of character, large Victoria style houses, that do not fit the Texas ranch style stereotype, this road leads away from CORDON’s parent’s home. 

CORDON is running away from his trouble, the soon to be death of his father, whom he so deeply admire, and yet has been told he is a heartless prick has driven him down around lonely path. 

CORDON is driving along, barely pressing the speed limit when another car, suddenly appears behind him, tail gating him, the other car is impatient in his driving, not willing to accept the speed that CORDON is obeying. Given that this is a one lane double yellow line road, the other car is trapped behind CORDON, without the ability to pass. CORDON notices the car, and doesn’t speed up.

PROfessor Cordon

Fucking guy.

The other car doesn’t ease up. CORDON’s natural response to the tailgating is to slow down even more. PROFESSOR CORDON is causing more harm than he knows.

SUDDENLY the other car speeds around CORDON, passing the double yellow line to pull in front of CORDON. CORDON does not take this action lightly.

The other car slowly creeps to a stop in front of CORDON. The OTHER DRIVER is obviously enraged and wants a confrontation with CORDON. The car slowly stops, so does CORDON, they pull into a small parking area, dirt with rocks and rubble, it’s got large potholes without guardrails or any particular border marks. Out pops a young man from the other car. 

The young man is Nicholas Martini, the student at Sheffield College PROFESSOR CORDON had picked on. He wears a tight muscle t-shirt, jeans and big construction boots, he looks mean, unlike his innocent plead earlier in the classroom. He charges towards PROFESSOR CORDON’s car. 

PROFESSOR CORDON alarmed by the young student’s charge, reaches into the rear seat of the car, and pulls out the softball bat. PROFESSOR CORDON opens his door and stands outside his car.

NICHOLAS MARTINI stops, stunned by the sight of his professor standing before him. 

NICHolas martini

Professor Cordon? You…

PROFESSOR CORDON is in just as much shock as NICHOLAS. They both stop, silent, unsure of what to do. NICHOLAS notices the bat in his PROFESSOR’s hand. It’s awkward. 

NICHOLAS MARTINI

(smiles)

You gunna hit me with that bat Prof?

NICHOLAS is arrogant, no longer in the classroom where PROFESSOR CORDON is in charge and can make HIM feel like a fool. The tables have turned.  

PROFESSOR CORDON waits, humiliated by his current position, holding a softball bat, prepared to fight of a student of his that merely cut him off. PROFESSOR CORDON suddenly STRIKES. He swings the bat around, full force, smacking the barrel into the forehead of NICHOLAS. CORDON’s student falls to the ground. 

PROFESSOR CORDON looks down on his student, who is motionless, NICHOLAS is in a ball, blood streams out his neck onto the dirt. NICHOLAS is dead. PROFESSOR CORDON is in shock…for a moment there is nothing, CORDON stands perfectly still. THEN a SMILE breaches PROFESSOR CORDON’s face. Slowly his face turns into a bright smile, CORDON is receiving some sort of sick joy from the murder. CORDON starts to chuckle, he laughs, he’s insane.

PROFESSOR CORDON is overtaken by joy, it’s a creepy reaction, he leans against his car and slides down the side, falling to the dirt, he sits, grabbing his head, playing with his hair. This is the first time he’s shown joy on any scale, he looks relieved. 

FADE OUT: On CORDON smiling in awe of his wonderful little murder. 

10. ext-Downtown Pennington-following morning

PROFESSOR CORDON is walking along a sidewalk in downtown Pennington, a city of 90,000 residents or so, centered around the college. PROFESSOR CORDON takes two steps down the sidewalk before he runs into his PRODIGY.

MYles sanders

Professor! 

PROFESSOR CORDON

(turns, smiling) Myles, how are you?

MYLES looks surprised to see PROFESSOR CORDON smiling.

MYLES SANDERS

Uh, I’m good, just heading back to campus, I had a doctor’s appointment.

Professor Cordon

Oh, hope all is well?

MYLES is stunned by his PROFESSOR’s warm caring attitude. Even though MYLES is very close with CORDON, he is normally cold towards MYLES, leaving all personal conversation out of the conversation.

MYLES SANDERS

Uh, I’m fine…how are you?

PROFESSOR CORDON

Great. (smiles). Just disposed of some waste at the dump. Have a good day Myles.

PROFESSOR CORDON starts to walk away.

MYLES SANDERS

Professor Cordon, are you…okay?

PROFESSOR CORDON smiles yet again.

Professor cordon

Never been better Myles.

PROFESSOR CORDON turns the opposite direction only to see MARLY SANDERS. She gasps and jumps back. Her reaction is befitting to her personality, however there is something off about it.

PROFESSOR CORDON

(kindly smiling)

Ms. Sanders, How are you?

MARLY SANDERS freezes, mute.

PROFESSOR CORDON continues on, glaring back at his student, bewildered by her alarm.

MYLES SANDERS approaches her.

MYLES SANDERS

What the hell was that Marly? What is wrong with you? You call me to come meet you off campus and when we run into a professor you freak out. 

(mocking) 

They don’t stay on campus permanently Marly.

MARLY stares blankly back at her brother.

MYLES

Although he is acting weird, I’ve never seen him that nice. (looks at sister) What?

END LOCATION.

11. ext-sheffield college campus-morning

PROFESSOR CORDON marches down the steps from a large college building, walking the path to his classroom, entering the large quad. His walk is vigorous, it’s energetic, it’s happy. As he walks, students start to notice his joy, his bizarre joy of life is throwing students off.

12. int-hallway/classroom-morning

PROFESSOR CORDON is teaching his Introduction to Literature class when he notices his student’s are not participating but many have tears in their eyes.

PRofessor Cordon

What’s wrong with you all this morning?

A TITLE READS:

INTRO TO LITERATURE 140.03

STUDENTS do not respond.

Professor CORDON

(to girl crying in front)

What’s wrong?

Samantha gregory

It’s Nicholas Martini, the police found his body in the public dump. How did you not know that?

PROFESSOR CORDON glances at the empty seat where NICHOLAS sat. Then to MARLY SANDERS seat.

Professor Cordon

Where is Marly?

Samantha Gregory

Where do you think? She couldn’t even get out of bed this morning, she’s heartbroken.

END LOCATION.

13. int-school cafeteria

Sitting at a table along a booth is PROFESSOR JOHNIS and PROFESSOR JONATHAN MACHIN (early 40’s). The two are deep in conversation.

PROFESSOR JOHNIS

Never doubt the power of the people Jonathan. Developing countries this side of the world at least has a much larger degree of support from the US. The people of these nations will make their stand, just you wait.

SUDDENLY PROFESSOR CORDON approaches the table. PROFESSOR JOHNIS and PROFESSOR MACHIN gaze up at him. PROFESSOR CORDON smiles.

Professor Cordon

Hello gentlemen, mind if I join you?

PROFESSOR JOHNIS is befuddled by the question, he pauses momentarily. 

Professor Johnis

Um of course you may join us.

PROFESSOR CORDON sits down at the table and begins to eat.

Professor MACHin 

We were just discussing the economic situation around the world. In particular how Haiti is now in shambles and we are in such a financial mess as a nation that funding relief has become a political issue!

Professor Cordon

Ah. I see.

Professor Johnis

Your opinion professor?

professor Cordon

Oh, well, I must say our salary as educators doesn’t give us the right to voice our opinion.

The THREE PROFESSORS go quiet, an awkward silence. PROFESSOR JOHNIS and MACHIN stare back at PROFESSOR CORDON unsure of what to say. 

Professor cordon

(breaking into laughter)

I’m kidding!

The other two men laugh vigorously.

END LOCATION.  

END LOCATION. 

14A. int-professor cordon’s office-morning

PROFESSOR CORDON scribbles enthusiastically on a student’s essay at his desk. DEEP in correcting mode, PROFESSOR CORDON suddenly looks up from his work and gazes out the window into the clear blue skies. 

PROFESSOR CORDON is envisioning the murder in his head. His pure and uncontrollable joy, his satisfaction, he has begun to realize the depths of his actions. And the consequences that will arise.

A KNOCK on the professor’s door. It’s MYLES SANDERS.

PROFESSOR CORDON

Myles. Come in. 

MYLES takes a seat next to CORDON’s desk. PROFESSOR CORDON turns to face the young man. CORDON’s body language suggests he is friendly to MYLES, however his face is hardened.

Myles Sanders

(zombie like)

How are you? My sister tells me you didn’t hear about Nicholas Martini’s death until this morning. That true?

PROFESSOR CORDON flinches at hearing his name.

Professor Cordon

I didn’t know. You are correct.

Myles Sanders

That’s weird though…I mean all the students got an email. You didn’t?

PROFESSOR CORDON gulps, he is beginning to look nervous.

Professor Cordon

No, I haven’t checked my email in a few days actually.

Myles Sanders

Professor, don’t you usually check your email three times a day? I think it was in your syllabus…

PROFESSOR CORDON bounces to his feet. 

Professor Cordon

What is this interrogation for Myles?

MYLES SANDERS rises, slower than CORODN had.

MYLES SANDERS

My sister was dating Nick. 

PROFESSOR CORDON takes a step back, towards his desk. MYLES takes a step forward, leaving PROFESSOR CORDON no means for escape.

MYles Sanders

What’s worse is…she is pregnant.

PROFESSOR CORDON’s knees give out, he grabs his desk to support himself.

Professor Cordon

That’s terrible..that’s horrible.

Myles sanders

She saw it happen professor, she was in the car.

MYLES SANDERS also looks nervous, but more confident in his speech.

myles sanders

(stands)

Come on Derek, you know you did it. (looks at CORDON)

PROFESSOR CORDON, searches the room for a response.

Professor Cordon

Excuse me? (rises)

The two men, a young aspiring student and a young professor are now eye to eye. It’s the clash of titans, of two well educated titans who are about to resort to a very non-educated means of resolving a dispute.

PROFESSOR CORDON grabs MYLES by the collar, pulling him close to his face. MYLES swipes away PROFESSOR CORDON’s hands. They stand motionless, silence.

Myles sanders

(tears cascading)

What are you going to kill me to? 

PROFESSOR CORDON doesn’t respond.

MYLES SANDERS

Fuck you man. The only reason I didn’t go to the cops was cause I wanted to see if it were true. My sister might make up a lie that bad just to get you fired. She hates you, she would do anything for a solid grade.

Professor cordon

So I assume now you are going to the police, now that you know?

Myles sanders

What is wrong with you? You killed someone. Yes I’m going to the police. Cause that’s what a great leader, a Renaissance man would do, right professor?

MYLES turns to exit.

PROFESSOR CORDON grabs a tie off his desk and raps it around MYLES’s neck. He slowly strangles MYLES. MYLES tries to prevent his suffocation by grabbing his neck hopelessly. MYLES passes out. Unsure of what he has done, PROFESSOR CORDON quickly unwraps the tie from around MYLES’ neck and stands up. HE looks down at MYLES, thunderstruck. 

14B. int-professors office hallway

PROFESSOR CORDON pokes his head out of his door, he looks to make sure nobody is around, he steps into the hallway, one step at a time, as if entering a freezing cold ocean on a hot summer’s day. PROFESSOR CORDON quickly paces down the hallway away from his office, he wipes away a tear.

PROFESSOR CORDON opens his cell phone. He dials three digits. 

END LOCATION.

15. INT-EMPTY CLASSROOM-NIGHT

PROFESSOR CORDON sits, curled up in a ball against a wall, his head dug into his arms. He looks like a child. He suddenly jerks his head back smacking against the wall, he repeats the motion twice more.

Suddenly PROFESSOR CORDON jumps to his feet; he is having a fit with himself. He smacks himself in the head a few times. PROFESSOR CORDON has reached his low, opposite of his high with the murder of NICHOLAS MARTINI. PROFESSOR CORDON tosses books on his desk off, this is his demise.

MARLY SANDERS enters the doorway of the classroom. SHE is filled with emotion. She looks tough, her face damp from the tears. PROFESSOR CORDON looks up and notices the small figure, he leaps to his feet. Scared. 

PRofessor Cordon

Marly…I

marly sanders

Shut up freak! 

Silence.

professor cordON

How’d you know where I would be?

MARLY slowly creeps her way into the classroom.

marly sanders

After you killed my brother, I knew you’d hide here, where you taught him.

professor cordon

So the police didn’t arrive in time to save his life…(he cries).

marly sanders

(screaming)

And they won’t in time to save yours!

MARLY pulls out a knife (possibly change).

PROFESSOR CORDON looks back up at MARLY, terrified, he panics.

Professor cordon

Marly please…I’m so sorry I cared about your brother; he was going to be a product of success one day, from what I taught him. And Nicholas…

marly sanders

(crying)

Don’t. Shut up. They were… mine. You took them away from you, you bastard!

PROFESSOR CORDON melts down again, on top of the front desk facing an empty class.

Professor cordon

Socrates died for his philosophy, I’ll die for mine. I’m a martyr. I’m a martyr. I’m a martyr.  

marly sanders

You’re not a martyr…you are a murderer Professor.

PROfessor cordon looks at her, heartbroken.

MARLY raises the knife. It falls to the floor. The thump of the noise echoes. 

MARLY stands in front of the professor, her heart is broken, her life has crumbled around her, her boyfriend whom she not only loved but was pregnant with his child, is dead, and her brother, who meant so much to her…is also dead. 

Professor Cordon looks up from his fit at MARLY. He slowly rises to his feet and approaches her. 

MARLY buries her tears in her hands.

PROFESSOR CORDON crouches to the floor, he picks up the knife. MARLY does not notice this action.

PROFESSOR CORDON raises the knife.

SUDDENLY MYLES SANDERS tackles PROFESSOR CORDON, knocking CORDON to the floor. MYLES grabs the knife which lays next to PROFESSOR CORDON and digs it into HIM. AGAIN and AGAIN. It is a BLOODBATH. MYLES breaks a smile, ever so slightly as he brutally murders his professor. 

ROMANTIC MUSIC plays.  

FADE out. 

a title reads:

A week later PROFessor Cordon’s father died. his last words were “fuck socrates”.

OR

INT-CORDON’S PARENT’S BEDROOM

Tightly framed, we see CHARLES CORDON’S face, his eyes closed, he is motionless. Suddenly his eyes open and his face jumps to life.

Charles Cordon

Fuck Socrates.

Just as fast as he sprung to life, he falls back into his somber state, eyes closing.

FADE OUT.

